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Scarce had the old man said, when that the heavens
With sudden noise thunder'd on the left hand;
Out of the sky, by the dark night there fell
A blazing star, dragging a brand of flame,
Which, with much light gliding on the house top,
In the forest of Ida hid her beams;
The which full bright kindling a furrow, shone,
By a long tract appointing us the way:
And round about of brimstone rose a fume.

My father, vanquisht then, beheld the skies.
Spake to the gods, and the holy star adored:
'Now, now,' quod he, *no longer I abide:
Follow I shall where ye me guide at hand.
O native gods, your family defend!
Preserve your line!    This warning comes of yon,
And Troye stands in your protection now.
Now give I place, and whereso that thou go,
Refuse I not, my son, to be thy fere.*

This did he say; and by that time more clear
The cracking flame was heard throughout the walls.
And more and more the burning heat drew near.
' Why then, have done, my father dear,* quod I,
* Bestride my neck forthwith, and sit thereon,
And I shall with my shoulders thee sustain,
Ne shall this labour do me any dere.
What so betide, come peril, come welfare,
Like to us both and common there shall be*
Young lulus shall bear me company,
And my wife shall follow far off my steps.
Now ye, my servants, mark well what I say:
Without the town ye shall find, on a hill,
An old temple there stands, whereas some time
Worship was done to Ceres the goddess;
Beside which grows an aged cypress tree,
Preserved long by our forefathers* zeal:
Behind which place let us together meet.
And thou, Father, receive into thy hands
The reliques all, and the gods of the land:
The which it were not lawful I should touch,
That come but late from slaughter and bloodshed,
Till I be washed in the running flood.'

When I had said these words, my shoulders broad
And laied neck with garments gan I spread,
And thereon cast a yellow lion's skin;
And thereupon my burden I receive.
Young lulus, clasped in my right hand,